TWO SYMPHONIES

against him, I should have tried to get round him. It
couldn't be helped! It was too late now. AH the same,
Monsieur Hoche was a worthy man whom I should
always remember kindly,

"Casimir doesn't dare to ask," said Madame Floche,
as we entered the dining-room, "whether you would take
another little turn with him in the garden. It's what he
would very much like, I know, but perhaps you haven't
time,"

The child was choking over his cup of milk. "I was
just going to suggest it," I answered; "1 have managed
to get even with my work and I shall be free now
till it's time to start. It seems to have stopped rain-
ing too, I see." ... And I took him off with me into the
park.

At the first turn in the path, the child, who was hold-
ing one of my hands in both his, pressed it against his
burning cheek and kept it there.

"You said you were going to stay a week," he said.

"My dear little fellow, I can't stay any longer."

"You're bored." *

"No! But I have to go."

"Where are you going?"

"To Paris. But I shall come back again." He looked
anxiously at me, as I said the words.

"Really and truly? Do you promise?"

The child's question was so trustful 1 had not the heart
to retract.

"Would you like me to write it on a bit of paper for
you to keep?"

"Oh yes!" he exclaimed, kissing my hand with fervour
and taking frantic leaps to show his delight.

"And now, do you know what I think would be very
nice? Instead of going to fish, suppose we were to pick
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